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master was left alone amidst his people. I stooped over
him and bathed his brow and cheeks with the water that
trickled from the cliffs close at hand. I pushed back the
thick strands of matted yellow hair from his eyes. He made
no sign. Even while I watched him, the life of the poor
beast near at hand welled away; he whinnied softly, and
dropped his head upon the bracken. I was alone in the
unbroken silence.

This narrative, it seems to me, is superbly
conceived and written. It has an uplifting
quality, a reality, an assured power, that are
extraordinarily stimulating. Next in excel-
lence I should place the Bunyan chapters, and,
in their so different vein, the few pages that
carry us to 'the uttermost shores of Tragedy'.

It was in searching sea and cliff for the least sign of life
that I thought I descried on the furthest extremity of the
nearer of the horns of the bay the spires and smouldering
domes of a little city. If I gazed intently, they seemed to
vanish away, yet still to shine above the azure if^ raising my
eyes, I looked again.

So, caring not how far I must go so long as my path lay
beside these breaking waters, I set out on the firm, white
sands to prove this city the mirage I deemed it.

What wonder, then, my senses fell asleep in that vast
lullaby! And out of a day-dream almost as deep as that
in which I first set out, I was suddenly aroused by a light
tapping sound, distinct and regular between the roaring
breakers.

I lifted my eyes to find the city I was seeking evanished
away indeed. But nearer at hand a child was playing upon
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